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with charming grace, and I was driven back in a comfort-
able carriage. The two servants who accompanied me ic-
fused to accept anything for their trouble; and in this little
trait I recognised the delicate hospitality for which the Eng-
lish are so justly celebrated, though I must qualify my praise
by remarking on their egoism, which is an equally national
characteristic. As soon as I got home, I went to bed and
sent for a doctor, who laughed at the mention of disloca-
tion.
clt is a mere sprain,' he said. CI wish you had broken a
bone, that I might have a chance of showing my skill.'
CI am glad,' said I, cnot to put you to the test. I shall
think just as highly of you if you cure me quickly.3
I had not yet seen Pauline, and this rather astonished me,
I was told she had gone out in a chair, and I could not
control a slight feeling of jealousy, though I had no real
suspicion of her. After waiting two hours she returned, and
entered my room in a state of great emotion, for the old
housekeeper had told her I had broken my leg.
'It is I,' she cried, running to my bedside, 'who am the
cause of this disaster!' and, pale as death, she fell, almost
fainting, at my side.
'Divine creature,' I exclaimed, pressing her in my arms,
'it is only a sprain.'
cGod be praised! but that stupid old woman, how r.he
terrified me! Feel my heart, how it beats!'
CI feel it, I feel it with delight. O happy accident!'
Pressing my lips to hers, I felt that my kisses were re-
turned, and I blessed the accident which had forced her to
declare herself.
Then Pauline began to laugh.
cWhat are you laughing at, my angel?'
cAt love's little ruses, which always triumph.3
'Where have you been?'
cTo my old pawnbroker, to get my ring, which I want
to give to you so that you may always have a souvenir of